
Foreword
PHIL VRIEND

It’s late summer, 2020. We’ve come through 
several months of online teaching and learning, 
we’ve taken a break, and now we’re getting ready 
for a quadmester of in-class, in-mask school. 
We’re cautiously optimistic that we can do this 
safely, but we’re keenly aware of the challenges. 
We remain in a kind of continued communal 
containment.

Notice is late. We have created this book at 
a distance, so there have been hurdles; we’ve 
experienced some of the things that students ex-
perienced in their months stuck at home: anxiety, 
frustration, and disconnection. You’ve likely felt 
it yourself, and you’ll certainly see it in the work, 
the writing, and the art on these pages.  
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We’ve structured the book thematically, from 
Containment and Digital Divides to Devotions, 
Transcendence and Emergence. We’d love for 
this work to be a little more cheerful (the pre-
COVID-19 work tends to be), but this anthology 
has ended up being more of a lament. A lot of the 
pieces express struggle and loss.

God’s people know all about lamentations, 
and in that way, we feel this document is a tes-
tament to the struggle of all people; it tells the 
truth about this time in our lives. It expresses our 
confusion, loss, and grief along with our faith 
and hope. 

I am grateful to all the students and teachers 
who contributed to these pages and to those 
whose products we didn’t manage to include. 
Thank you for your good work and good will.

Learning for 
service in the light 

of God’s word.
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In the midst of this pandemic, life for my family 
and me is weird. None of us has ever experienced 
anything quite like this before, and I think we are 
all just confused and kind of overwhelmed with 
everything that must go on, like school and work, 
while we are stuck in our house.

At the beginning, I think I was getting really 
bored just being at home all the time with noth-
ing to do, but now that we have started school 
again, I find I’m a lot less bored and a little more 
stressed. I personally like having an organized 
schedule, and I tend to be more focused and less 
stressed when I am moving around and inter-
acting with a number of people, but since we 
are stuck at home, I am not experiencing those 

luxuries. For me, it has been especially hard not 
being able to see my friends or spend time with 
them because these are truly the things that bring 
me the most joy in life.

At the same time, I recognize how lucky we are 
in this day and age to have technology that allows 
us to communicate through social media, but it 
still just isn’t the same as in person. Reflecting 
on that makes me wonder how much harder 
it would have been for something like this to 
happen in the 1930s, for example, when they did 
not have much opportunity to work from home 
and couldn’t connect with others through the 
Internet.

Considering how this affects my family, 
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HOLLY

I would say we have been more annoyed with 
each other because we are spending every mo-
ment together without breaks. More of the little 
things that used to not bother us as much are 
really getting on everyone’s nerves. On the other 
hand, we do appreciate how blessed we are to be 
able to have each other during this difficult time, 
and that my parents still have jobs that allow 
them to work from home when so many other 
people are being let go. We are all very grateful for 
what we have.

Coming out of this crisis, I think Canada will 
be in a lot of debt that we will still be paying off by 
the time I am a contributing citizen. But despite 
the impacts it will have on the economy, I think 
that people will appreciate each other more and 
realize how valuable human connection is, so 
hopefully they will put down their devices more 
often and be more present in the moment.

Students 
were asked to 
illustrate typical 
scenes from 
their lives in 
lockdown spaces 
as they adapted 
to dramatic 
change.

KATYA
SURYORAHARJO

Containment

What is life like for you and
your family during COVID-19?
RACHEL MATHEUSZIK

EMILIA SUMMER
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A news article written as if COVID-19 were taking 
place in Greek mythology, where President Trump 
is President Oedipus.

Health experts are warning the count of unknown 
plague deaths in Thebes may be underestimat-
ed as the virus continues to spread. To date, 
100,000 residents have died, and if the death toll 
continues to increase, the consequences will be 
unimaginable.

It’s hard not to connect the current situation 
with President Oedipus’s speech two months ago 
at City Hall.

“We must stop the spread of the virus at any 
cost in the early stages,” said President Oedipus. 

“This virus is completely new. No one knows what 
horrible things will happen if we do nothing.”

One day after giving this speech, the strictest 
quarantine measures in history began. All ser-
vices throughout the city were closed, including 
schools, companies, public transportation, and 
banks, leaving only take-out and courier services.

In accordance with government regulations, 
everyone must isolate at home, and those who 

leave the house without authorization will 
receive up to 50 years in prison and a fine of 2 
million drachmae.

The Thebes Times took the lead in publicly 
supporting the government’s decisions with an 
editorial titled “He who stays home is a hero to 
this city.” The article criticized those who openly 
opposed the government.

“Following the government’s decision is 
extremely important, and people who emphasize 
freedom at this moment will be seen as sinners in 
the eyes of history.”

Thanks to government and media reports 
about the lethality of the new virus in the early 
days of quarantine, most people chose to follow 
the government’s decision. However, after two 
weeks of quarantine, the government once more 
extended the quarantine time.

“According to the latest research on patients, 
the maximum incubation period of the virus can 
reach 28 days. In order to protect the safety of 
all citizens, the CDC has decided to announce 
the extension of the quarantine period,” said Dr. 
Tiresias.

MAGAZINES BY JIMMY LI,  MING WANG, AND 
BILL ZHANG (ABOVE) ;  KATE DEGIER AND AIDAN 
VANDER KOOI (RIGHT)

Destiny I DK

King Oedipus 
dubs plague
‘Peasant Virus’
Page 3
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the government agreed to hold a referendum 
allowing citizens to decide whether or not Presi-
dent Oedipus should step down, and the people 
made it clear he should.

“To our citizens, staff, and supporters: I will 
forever be indebted to you for the opportunity 
to serve as your president and to play a role in 
the long and storied history of Thebes,” Oedipus 
tweeted.

This decision aroused people’s dissatisfaction, 
and Internet discussions about whether the virus 
really exists have intensified. Some have even 
suggested that President Oedipus is a spy sent by 
other countries.

One day after the announcement, a parade 
of about 1,000 people marched in the centre of 
Thebes. They had a clear message for the presi-
dent: “Cancel the quarantine or step down!”

“I have been quarantined at home for 14 days,” 
said Robert, a protester. “And during this period, 
I’ve eaten the same food every day, and haven’t 
had a penny of income. So I don’t know what is 
the point of doing all of this since the number of 
new infections has only gone up by 10 per day 
across the country. It would be foolish to prohibit 
everyone from driving just because of one car 
accident.”

According to some government officials, Presi-
dent Oedipus insisted on maintaining his original 
plan despite the suggestions of his wife and min-
ister to relax the quarantine measures.

These rumours exacerbated people’s anger. As 
public opinion became more and more inflamed, President Oedipus Might Be Right

BILL ZHANG
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COVID-19
Data Analysis
BRIANNA FERGUSON
 
As of this writing, the Ontario government has 
predicted that we have hit the peak of our curve. 
Let’s hope that they’re right! To see how they 
have made this prediction, let’s look at a couple of 
graphs that show the current COVID-19 data.

 One thing before we start—when studying 
pandemics, academics have observed what they 
call “Farr’s law”: when a virus reaches its peak, 
rather than the number of cases dropping off 
sharply, the data will continue slowly downwards 
in a symmetrical fashion.

 Let’s look at this first graph. It is important 
to note that this graph doesn’t depict the actu-
al number of cases of COVID-19, but rather the 
number of patients in ICU beds with COVID-19. 
The following graph compares several data sets: 
the projected Ontario data (green), actual Ontario 
data (purple), Italian data — or worst case scenar-
io (light blue), and South Korean data — or best 
case scenario (dark blue).

Some of this data is a projection — on the hor-
izontal x-axis, the dates extend past today. The 
purple bars — the actual number of patients in 
Ontario ICU beds — stop on April 19, the date that 
this graph was made. On the vertical y-axis, we 
see numbers ranging from 0–3,500. These num-
bers will measure the amount of ICU patients. By 
looking at both axes, we can deduce the number 
of ICU patients on a specific date. This graph 

also shows additional labels — the base available 
capacity, and the additional expansion capacity.

From looking at the purple bars, we can see 
that there is a steep increase in the number of 
patients in ICU beds starting on March 22. Then, 
around April 8, the number of patients start to 
plateau, at around 250 patients. The base capac-
ity of ICU beds is 687, meaning that the current 
number of patients is well below base capacity. 
The purple bars show a very slight decrease in 
height after April 8. From this, we can understand 
how the government has concluded that Ontario 
has reached peak cases, as the number of patients 
in ICU beds seems to be decreasing.

Let’s look at a second graph. This graph de-
picts the actual number of cases of COVID-19 in 
Ontario. The different data sets being compared 
are central Ontario (green), East Ontario (blue), 
west Ontario (pink), Toronto (purple), and north 
Ontario (red). The y-axis measures the number 
of cases of COVID-19, while the x-axis measure 
the days since the total amount of cases was past 
10. As you can see, each line stops at a different 
point, because the benchmark of 10 cases was 
surpassed on a different day in each region. The 
common trend throughout the data is a steep 
increase (ranging from 25–35% daily increase) but 
then, approximately 20 days after the amount of 
cases surpassed 10, the number of cases slowly 
begins to plateau, decreases from a 25–35% in-
crease to less than a 20% daily increase. For many 
of the lines, there is a less than 15% daily increase. 
As the daily increase continues to dwindle, and 
eventually turns into a daily decrease, we can see 
that it is likely that Ontario has reached its peak.

7 KATE DEGIER
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In APS we read a piece from David Whyte’s book 
Crossing the Unknown Sea and had to answer two 
questions: Why do you think Ms. Weening choose 
to read this today? And how does this relate to you, 
what we’re studying, and our world today?

This reading began with David’s experience of 
Galapagos in which he described his sightings. 
It felt very similar to the videos about Darwin’s 
experience in Galapagos. He slowly began to 
relate these concepts in nature that he was seeing 
and experiencing to a much deeper purpose. As 
he was watching wildlife, he observed that it all 
revolves around life and death, and he connected 
it to the deeper concept that without this strug-
gle, we would all be numb. If we had nothing to 
live for, nothing to motivate us to do something 
or survive, or nothing to force us to overcome fear 
of death, then we would have to wonder what the 
point was. David emphasized the sheer power 
of nature with a terrifying experience of his own 
which highlighted the reality of mortality.

I think Ms. Weening chose to look at this story 
because it looks beyond nature as a simple study 
and considers it as a whole concept. You can 
study biology all day and learn about every single 
piece of DNA in each creature, but until you 
experience nature and come to terms with the 
fact that we are not immune to death, you will not 
be changed by it. It is interesting that we humans 
think of ourselves as being on top. We feel as 
though we control nature, we know everything 
about it, we own it; but all it takes is one tidal 
wave to remind you that nature is powerful. We 
have no control over the tsunamis and tornadoes 
and earthquakes that devastate countries annual-
ly, yet we forget that our life here on Earth is short 
and could disappear in the blink of an eye.

This relates to me in that I often try to lean on 
my own power because I want to be in control, 
but it takes one reality check to remind me how 
often I am not. As humans, we think we have ev-
erything figured out because we are so advanced 
as a society, but in reality we are small and 
insignificant, and we can be swept off our feet in a 
matter of seconds without warning.

 This relates to what we’re studying in our 
world today because of the virus that has taken 
us by storm. Even now, many of us are feeling 
useless as we sit at home, waiting out something 
we really don’t have control over.

This concept of life and death also relates to 
the many different cultural rituals we’ve been 
studying. It seems that each and every culture 
has rituals centered on both life and death. 
Although we all seem to look at these things in 
different ways and express our reactions to them 
differently, we all honour their importance. When 
a new baby comes into the world we celebrate it 
because it’s a life, and when somebody dies we 
mourn and pay our respects to them. So much of 
our society is centred on our mortality: do this to 
stay alive, do this before you die, live your life to 
the fullest, YOLO — you only live once. So much 
of what we do, believe, and buy is about the need 
to live life before we don’t have it anymore.

8

At a Distance

Students created narrative or 
thematic calendars as a final 
Photography 11 project. Katya 
Suryoraharjo chose to show her daily 
workspace as she does devotions, 
attends classes, and enjoys free time.

ARTWORK BY BRAD DANESHFAR
Response to 
Crossing the 
Unknown Sea

EMMA CANTLE
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The house inside is silent.
The wind plays outside the walls and
rain bounces off the windows, 

rolling down,
but no one notices.
All are hard at work
caught in the jaws of quarantine.

Doors open,
conversations are had,
yet
the days drag on
monotonously.
Will it end?

Stuck
JOSHUA MAHON

11

WILLIAM GROOT, PRINCIPAL

For International Block, instead of going to 
Nicaragua, the three students did their “trip” at 
home. For the 30 school days (6 weeks × 5 days) 
they would have been in Nicaragua, they did 
similar tasks at home, split into four categories: 
reading, meaningful activity/work, loving others 
(we looked at the five love languages), and reflec-
tion of the day. In addition, they had to include 
two photos with captions. Each student had to 
put in at least 3.5 hours per day.

The students wrote learning logs, or journals. 
I gave them feedback and graded them in Edsby. 
We also had weekly meetings where we shared 
the week’s “roses” and “thorns” as well as prayer 
requests and discussion.

LOUIS JANG

DAVID HAYASHI

LOVING OTHERS I decided to make dinner for my 
family. I usually make myself breakfast or lunch, 
and I don’t make anything fancy or hard to make. 
It’s usually a sandwich or toast. I decided to push 
my cooking abilities and make a type of pasta I 
had at a restaurant in California, baked ziti.

It’s not that hard to make: all you do is make 
regular pasta then put it in a cake pan, sprinkle 
cheese on top, and place in the oven to cook for 
30 minutes. I did this because my mom and dad 
have both been really worried about my grand-
mother, so I thought I would do this to take a bit 
of stress off their shoulders. In the end the pasta 
came out pretty good. I thought I might burn the 
pasta if I left in the oven for too long, but it was 
almost perfect when it came out.

REFLECTION OF THE DAY Overall, my day was 
okay. Being able to do my homework and have the 
discussions helped take my mind off my grand-
mother and my family and just focus on my work. 
I will definitely make the pasta again because it 
was pretty good.

Left: Andrea presents high tea to her classmates.

BEN LEWIS

REFLECTION OF THE DAY For me, today felt 
like what has become the new “average day” 
in my life. I wake up around 8 AM, shower, 
eat breakfast, watch the assembly, do school, 
head to work for the afternoon and evening, 
get home, shower, eat dinner, do some home-
work, relax for a little while, and then go to 
sleep for the night around 11 PM. Obviously, 
not all of my days are exactly like this, but 
most of my days roughly look like this. As I 
think about this idea, I think about routine 
and how many good and bad things come 
with it. 

Personally, I feel that routine is a good 
thing, but only to a certain extent. The point 
when it is too much is when there is no open-
ing for new things or no room for change. 
Building off of that, this interdisciplinary 
studies course has helped me to include 
a fair amount of routine in my life while 
still allowing me to do new things or adjust 
my schedule based on what I’m learning 
each day.

I feel like that is also part of the reason 
why I am struggling to balance my life, 
though. It isn’t easy to be doing what you 
want to do while also helping others or 
doing new things that have meaning in your 
own heart.

ANDREA TANOKO

READING We often work too much and we forget 
to rest. But we also misunderstand the meaning 
of “rest.” Working hard, staying up all night, and 
neglecting our families is not the work that God 
wants us to do. He wants us to have a balance 
between work and rest in our lives.

But resting is not about sitting on the couch 
doing nothing while scrolling through Instagram 
or binge-watching Netflix for hours. Some people 
regain their energy by walking alone or biking, 
while others do so by spending time with friends 
and people they love. He wants us to still be “pro-
ductive” and glorify His name even when we rest.

I usually waste my time by scrolling through 
Instagram and watching YouTube, and I end up 
feeling unmotivated to do things. This devotion 
reminded me about godly rest and the need to 
balance work and rest in my young life. There are 
a lot of things I can do rather than spend time on 
my bed with useless things.

During a useful rest, I can also listen to His 
words and talk to Him. Especially in this quar-
antine season, I have a lot of leisure time during 
which I do nothing important. I want to start to 
change my habits and try my best to do what He 
wants me to do.

“International” Block
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“I think there’s something so 
simple yet moving about a 
close-up photo of the human 
face. Even in isolation, 
whether we see a face 
straight on, in profile, or 
cropped to a small section, 
there is so much detail 
and emotion in the image 
that translates to each 
individual viewer.”

ELINA MAKRAKIS 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
JULIANNA MAKRAKIS

Isolation
I started speaking basic English in Kindergar-
ten. I only knew such things as simple greetings, 
considering that it hadn’t been very long since I 
came to Canada, and before then I was only able 
to speak Korean.

I did not have to read nor speak any English af-
ter Kindergarten because my family decided to go 
back to Korea. I basically did not have to use any 
English, but I was still able to keep above 90% in 
my English classes since they were mostly based 
on the stuff I had already learned.

I came back to Canada, but I did not need to 
use any English at all until I started reading and 
writing English in grade 4. Before going into 
grade 4, I basically skipped grade 3 and stayed 
home all year. It was around that time when I was 
forced into the ESL class. In fact, I only knew a 
few words from kindergarten; I realized that I had 
even forgotten most of those words. Indeed, the 
only words I spoke to others were “hi” or “hello.” 
I could not even spell the simplest word, such 
as “window,” so I had to ask others and was then 
treated like an imbecile. At the moment, I felt I 
was mentally disabled, and I was depressed, but 
thinking about it now, I personally think that it 
was an exquisite early taste of the bitterly bounti-
ful experience called life, of passing through the 
tortuously curved road of pain as everyone does.

I was in ESL class until grade 6, at which point 
I was able to use decent English (I would consider 
it nowhere near perfection). In fact, I barely had 
any friends, which greatly affected my personali-
ty from being energetic to being quiet and lazy.

Grade 7 was the major turning point in my life. 
I was assigned to a split grade 7 and 8 class, so I 
met many new people in grade 8 who are still my 
homies. I was able to become energetic and talk-
ative again, which greatly improved my English 
skills, mainly in speaking. I even had a girlfriend 
a year older than me who sat across from me in 
my table group; she called me every moment, 
forcing me to use my awkward English speaking 
skills. Eventually, I rejected her calls, and we 
broke up two weeks later.

After I began the dreaded grade 8, somehow I 
still maintained my enthusiasm and kept talking 
to others, even though my only friends were now 
niners and had left the school. When speaking to 

others, I realized I was not using English as well 
as I had in grade 7, and the reason for the awk-
wardness was that I was not as enthusiastic as the 
year before.

After countless attempts to speak naturally, 
I figured out that my brain is a masochist that 
enjoys suffering because it functions at its best 
while having a headache or being intimidated.

There was also a Korean guy three years older 
than me who helped me with English, bringing 
some of the extremely pleasant and easy lessons 
he learned in the higher grade which were totally 
unchallenging and not difficult at all. (That was 
sarcasm.) I can say that he was the one who had 
the biggest impact on my English since my brain 
seems to enjoy these extremes.

I think learning English also affected my 
mathematics. Since I had issues using English 
for communication, I was focussed more on the 
things I knew how to do, and mathematics was 
my best subject. (That said, I once got 10% on a 
test in Korea.) Interestingly enough, I was some-
how able to maintain a math mark in the high 90s 
until graduating, entirely due to the intellectual 
stimulation of pursuing the hidden secrets of 
English.

The biggest challenge I had with reading 
English was when I first built my own desktop 
PC. The problem was that it is possible to kill the 
whole system from shortages created by plugging 
a single one-pin cable into the wrong spot or just 
a simple static shock from your hand, and I did 
not know how to read or understand most of the 
words in the manual. But needless to say, my 
masochist brain decided to go on an adventure 
of guessing the right plug for each of the cables, 
deriving pleasure from the pressure. Surprisingly, 
even now the PC is running smoothly enough for 
me to use it.

Literary Journey 

Luke Chi



14 15

The rehabilitation centre in California is just as 
tedious as the others. Each day is routine. It’s 
robotic, really. Attend breakfast in the dining 
commons at eight. Always the same questions. 
What are you in for? And always the same answer. 
I borrowed money from some bad people for 
some new designer drug. I was never able to pay 
them back. I was twelve. I didn’t have a job. It’s 
not like I could just tell my model Catholic moth-
er. What would I say? “Hey, Mom, I need money 
to pay back the sharks I took cash from so I could 
buy drugs.” Yeah, somehow I don’t think that 
would’ve ended well. I forget to say my Hail Mary 
once, and all of a sudden, I don’t have a car and 
I’m grounded for a month. So yeah, I started deal-
ing for them. I fell in too deep and became one of 
them. I lost my friends. Had bad attendance in 
school. Failed my classes. Got expelled. But check 
in with the shrink at eleven. My parents’ motto: 

“Those who thrive in school thrive in the world.” 
I was not one of those. I must have disappointed 
greatly.

It doesn’t come as a surprise to me. May-
be I never tried. Maybe I just wasn’t suited for 
school or a mainstream career. Doesn’t mean I 
won’t go anywhere in life. I’m not a believer in 
the assumption that my success in the world is 
determined by the letters printed on my report 
card. Lunch at one. Now, my past work wasn’t 
exactly considered acceptable — or legal, for that 
matter — but I got caught up in it. Elective rota-
tions this afternoon. Regrets? I have none. It was 
fun while it lasted. I should feel sorry, but I don’t. 
Of course, everyone tells you that drugs will ruin 
your life, but that’s a load of nothing. The drugs 
were the good part. The immaturity of your devel-
oping adolescent brain and the need to experi-
ment and prove your worth to some local losers 
is what will ruin your life. I guess you could say 
curiosity doesn’t just kill cats. I’ve always found 
that phrase hysterical. Why a cat, of all things? 
Cats are more intelligent than the majority of the 
mindless freaks I’ve dealt with.

But I am a changed man. After the things I’ve 
done to the deaths I’ve witnessed, I’m left with 
nothing to lose. There are things I could’ve done 
differently. People I could have saved and deaths 
I could’ve prevented. They’re on my mind like a 

constant replay of scenes from a bad nightmare. 
They’re the voices in my head. The only friends 
I have left. I don’t know how I fell so far. Regret. 
Dinner at six. Don’t forget to take your pills. Iron-
ic, really, fixing a drug addict’s “disorder” with 
more drugs. The nurses seem to think shoving 
capsules down my throat will quiet the voices in 
my head. Seems to think I have schizophrenia. 
That’s humorous. These people, they’re real. They 
tell me what to do. They’re always right. Curfew 
at ten.

Walking to my shrink’s office is a hike. The 
hallways are a maze that reeks of bleach and 
ammonia. Scents I will never miss. They tell 
me I’ll be out soon. But they said that last time. 
When I get there, she watches me in the same 
way a cloud-watcher would examine the airborne 
shapes. It’s as though she is trying to discover 
who I am. Or who I should be. They plant ideas in 
your head and deceive you into thinking they’re 
your own. They get inside your head and twist 
your thinking until you reach an acceptable level 
of sanity. I need to take my pills. This asylum is a 
prison. A cage. Everyone is a phony. They pretend 

to care about you as a person, but in reality, they 
only want to diminish the problem and turn you 
out into the wild to lead a mediocre life. They 
desire a lack of personality, not an extraordinary 
character. So that’s what you give them.

The sessions only last forty-five minutes, but it 
passes as slowly as watching grass grow. Anything 
is better than these nauseatingly monotonous 
appointments. It’s always the same questions. 
Why do you think you feel this way? I always have 
the same answers. Because you’re poisoning my 
brain with your psychological sorcery. Of course, 
I never respond like that out loud. If you want 
to be free, you must think like a sane person. So 
instead I answer, “I think it is a result of the regret 

that haunts me for my past decisions.” They prob-
ably think it’s a side effect. These days that’s all 
anything seems to be. Just blame it on the drugs, 
right? But it’s not quite what I believe. But dinner 
is at six. Don’t forget. Don’t be late. You have to 
nourish your body.

Leaving that confined room is the only bright 
part of my day. I need something brighter. The 
sun. I’m running out of time. There’s not much 
left to do. The preparations are ready. The voices 
helped me develop a plan. I will escape tonight. 
Out into the light. I’ll finally be free for the first 
time in seven years.

“Nurse Kelly, get the medics in room 187. Now! 
There’s been a suicide.”

ESTEBAN RIVEROS-YEPEZ

Les Immigrants
On était des gens pas d’ici qui essayaient d’en faire notre chez nous.

Nous travaillions aussi dur sinon plus.
Indépendamment ont été traités comme des étrangers.

Des gens pas d’ici.
Parce qu’on n’est pas d’ici, on est venu de mieux.

Un endroit où on était aimés et traités de manière égale.
Un endroit où on n’a pas été jugés ou ridiculisés.

On travaillait dans ce pays étranger bien que nous ne sommes pas légaux.
Mais nous ne pouvons pas soutenir nos familles à la maison, donc c’est notre seule option.

Au lieu de nous juger et de nous renvoyer, aidez-nous et nous ne décevrons pas.
Heureusement pour moi, on m’a donné cette chance.

Donc je vais plaider pour que nous recevions tous la même bénédiction.
Vous pensez qu’on est stupide, mais c’est vous le vrai pendejo.

Immigrants 
We’re people not from here who were trying to make it our home.

We work as hard if not harder.
We’re treated as strangers.

People not from here.
Because we didn’t come from here, we came from better.

A place where we’re loved and treated equally.
A place where we have not been tried or ridiculed.

We worked in this foreign country although we’re not legal.
But we cannot support our families at home, so this is our only option.

Instead of judging us and outcasting us, help us and we will not disappoint.
Fortunately for me, I was given this chance.

So I’m going to advocate that we all receive the same blessing.
You think we’re stupid, but you are the true pendejo.

XANTHE VANLINGEN

The Patient in Room 187 

Jordan Maliakkal
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He had heard bears tromping through the woods 
the past week, but he’d managed to avoid them 
so far. It was evening, and not many small critters 
were out and about. His antlers didn’t get in his 
way among the trees even though he was heading 
into thicker woods. It was getting colder, and his 
breath came out of his giant nostrils in big puffs 
of hot air. If he encountered a bear tonight, he 
wouldn’t have a chance of escaping since it was 
so quiet. The thumping of his hooves must have 
scared away any creatures making sounds. Well, 
he thought in his primitive mind, I could fight 
the bear, but I am getting on, and I’m not as agile 
as I was. He didn’t think these words exactly, but 
that was the idea in his head. He was a moose, 
after all.

He was getting hungry now, so he stopped and 
looked for a pine tree and the nutritious cones 
he’d find around it. He spotted one a few metres 
away and started toward it. Something snapped 
off to his right, and a little ahead. Downwind, so 
he couldn’t smell it. He froze and pricked his ears 
up, raising his head. A bear. He waited for it to 
make the first move. Formidable as he was, he felt 
terror, the same terror he’d felt as a calf. He knew 
the odds were against him, and any bear that 
attacked him could take advantage of his age and 
kill him. He didn’t want to die. A creak, again to 
his right. So the bear was going to make the first 
move. Or maybe they were wolves. That would 
be much worse, since there were usually more 
than one.

Click. A bear wouldn’t make that sound. He 
didn’t know if wolves did, but he knew it couldn’t 
be a bear. Wolves were faster, though, and the 
chances of outrunning them were slim. If he 
could see them, he might escape, even fight them 
off. With a sudden burst of energy, he spun his 
massive bulk and fled the way he had come. He 
ran through the pine and fir trees, their needles 
dark but still alive in the winter. He ran past the 
rocks covered in snow. He ran past the bushes 
with edible moss underneath. He ran past a star-
tled squirrel.

He didn’t hear anything chasing him, but he 
did hear another creature in the bushes ahead, 
then a flash and bang. He suddenly felt pain flare 
in his flank. Now he was terrified. He glimpsed 

red trailing out of his side. Lightning, he thought, 
and wolves! He bolted through the trees, in a pan-
ic, not sure where he was going anymore. He ran 
and ran, then heard a rumble behind him. What 
was chasing him? He came to a large clearing with 
large rocks on the other side. He could lose them 
in the rocks, hopefully. As he ran across the field, 
he saw that the rocks were strangely square and 
had lights in them. One had a cave in the bottom, 
a space inside the rock with other strange objects 
inside. He ran for that one. He could see tunnels 
in the back of the cave where he might lose his 
pursuers. He glanced back and saw two upright 
figures at the edge of the trees. One had a long 
stick, which he pointed at the moose. Bang. The 
moose panicked again. He had to get away from 
the terrible creatures that harnessed lightning. 
He ran for the cave. I’ve made it.

As he jumped into the mouth of the cave, he 
felt as if he had impacted a sheet of rock, but 
he kept going through. Crash! Thousands of 
small pieces like ice fell all around him. He was 
bleeding, bruised, and in pain, but he knew that 
if he stopped, he would die. He ran through the 
cave, knocking over many objects. He saw other 
small upright creatures, but they ran away. Down 
a square tunnel, around many corners, until he 
saw another exit into a well-lit open area. He 
feared there would be another invisible barrier, 
so he lowered his head and braced himself as he 
ran. Crash. The small pieces cut and hurt him, 
but he knew he had to keep moving. He ran into 
the open space, but just as soon as he did, he saw 
a large object moving toward him with two bright 
lights on the front. It wasn’t stopping. He braced 
himself for impact.

Slam. It was like a collision with another 
moose; it nearly knocked him off his feet. But 
some instinct made him keep moving. He had to 
escape. He ran through the clusters of caves, past 
more two-legged creatures. They gaped at him. 
He heard a wailing sound following him. They 
were back! There were more of them now, in dark 
moving objects with lights the color of blood and 
sky. They chased him around the caves, amid 
the strange, unnatural things. He was confused, 
panicked, bleeding, injured. But above all, he was 
scared. He didn’t want to die.

He saw a narrow passage between the caves. 
He could lose them there. It smelled like rotten 
food inside, and there were three very small two-
legged creatures. They stared at him in wonder, 
then moved toward him, hoping to touch the 
magnificent, dangerous beast. He ran forward, 
trying to avoid them, but there was no room. He 
carefully bumped one aside. The other two ran 
for cover, but he wasn’t interested in them. He 
ran through to the other side. He looked back and 
saw that the creature on the ground wasn’t mov-
ing. He hoped he hadn’t hurt it. He hadn’t meant 
to come here, and he didn’t want to see any more 
of these two-legged beings. He needed to get out.

His side stung and ached, but he kept run-
ning. He had to get away. He pushed further into 
the maze of caves, deeper into trouble. Then 
the fast-moving objects arrived, their lights 
blinding him, and he skidded to a halt on the 
stony ground. He looked at all the figures righting 
themselves, pointing sticks at him. He backed 
up, but he heard more behind him. He saw one 
way out: back the way he’d come. Back where 
the creature still lay. He hadn’t meant for any of 
this to happen! He just wanted to get back to the 
woods, to places he knew and recognized! It was 

their kind that had chased him here, and they 
were mad at him for it! He was scared, and he 
could do only one thing: run. Then heard it again. 
Bang! He knew it was the last time he’d hear it. 
The blood from his side told him that. His eyes 
closed; everything went black. He finally felt as if 
he could go home, so he let himself slip into the 
abyss. He would do anything to get out of that 
terrible maze.

*     *     *

“I’m sorry, miss. The damage to your home 
is insured, but we can’t do much tonight. We 
could lend you some tarps if you want.” The 
police officer talked to a woman, the owner of 
the care home that the moose had run through. 
“The beast injured a small child. We had to put it 
down.”

“That’s awful, but there was nothing else to be 
done,” she said. “It was a danger. I wonder why 
it ran into our house in the first place? Such a 
foolish thing to do!”

“Yes it was, miss. Some animals are just plain 
stupid.”

PHOTO BY JOSHUA MAAS

CASSANDRA KHANI

Some Animals 

Nicholas vanDonkersgoed
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Alexander Macri

Though I never thought about it before watching 
the documentary, I do think we’re caught up in 
an unrelenting marketing machine, but a totally 
different one than what was shown in the video. 
One that is a lot more in-our-faces, yet somehow 
still more hopeful.

Teen culture has changed a lot in the past 
decade and a half. I mean, MTV isn’t even some-
thing people my age think of at all anymore. The 
biggest reason for this by far is the astronomical 
rise of the Internet. This innovation changed 
many things about marketing to teens, one of 
them being the quality of media itself, the Trojan 
Horse for marketing. Back when this documen-
tary was made, TV was by far the quickest, most 
consistent stream of media to youth; now, VOD 
streaming services and social media are that 
stream, and they’re far quicker and more efficient. 
This completely eliminates the need for shows 
to be constantly hooking in channel surfers and 
new viewers throughout their entire runtime. 
Now, well-structured shows are a necessity to 
keep us invested. The Internet itself is so fast 
and efficient that it has raised the standards and 
quality of the media marketed at us. If we’re even 
the slightest bit unsure about a show, we can just 
take a few seconds out of our day to 
search it up on Google, and we’re 
instantly fed ratings from people 
more experienced or smarter than 
us, telling us right then and there 
whether it’s worth our time or not.

Something equally if not more 
important to my demographic that 
has arisen from the Internet is the 

“Internet celebrity,” or “influencer.” 
They’re easily found, extremely 
accessible trendsetters. The rise 
of this new kind of famous person 
eliminated the documentary’s 
concept of “cool hunters,” or at 
least greatly diminished their role. 
Nowadays, the most common and 
impactful ads we see are sponsor-
ships from these influencers, and 
they’re usually prefaced with “So 
I found this cool new thing…” or 

“You guys know I would only take a 
sponsorship for a product I per-
sonally trust,” making it all seem 
very genuine. With this new type of 

advertising, companies can essentially buy their 
way into being “cool,” and who’s cool is easily 
seen by the number of subscribers.

Something else companies could do, apart 
from any other personality that may get in their 
way, is make a viral video or social media account. 
The first things I think of when it comes to these 
are the “Wanna Sprite Cranberry?” video and 
the Wendy’s social media account. The “Wanna 
Sprite Cranberry?” video ad was very popular be-
cause it was just strange, interesting, and quirky 
enough to be fun to watch, yet not annoying. 
The Wendy’s social media account is now very 
popular among both regular people and Wendy’s 
fans alike because it boasts a now-iconic snarky 
attitude.

Overall, because of all this, I would say that 
the documentary was not exaggerating the power 
and influence of the marketing machine. Now 
more than ever, no matter where we look, there’s 
advertising. It has gotten to a point where even 
research for homework can have ads. There’s 
really no escaping them, and it’s only a matter of 
time until we forget there was a time when people 
weren’t constantly trying to sell us something.

Joshua Mahon

In the world of economics, the marketing ma-
chine never stops churning. Companies strive to 
find the newest ways of getting what they want 
sold out to the public. Teenagers are considered 
high-priority targets in this machine, as the 
younger members of society become more and 
more prevalent and influential. Teenagers have 
more spending money than ever before, without 
inconveniences of bills to be paid and mouths to 
feed. This makes them an easy target for compa-
nies who want their products sold.

Teenagers are easily influenced as they try 
to figure out who they are in this world, and 
the newest piece of technology or clothing is 
always ready to entice them. As a teenager, I feel 
like I too have been drawn in by the marketing 
machine on numerous occasions, always desiring 
the latest thing when the one I own is still per-
fectly functional. People say that it is impossible 
to be tricked or hypnotized if you know that it is 
happening, yet even with this knowledge, I still 

find myself being drawn in by the shine of the 
latest shoes or newest iPhone.

The documentary did justice when it comes 
to showing how naive the younger generations 
can be when it comes to the marketing schemes 
of large corporations and the products they want 
to sell. We are indeed easily swayed by the latest 
ad on social media or YouTube as well as the im-
pulsive thought, “That looks cool… I want it!” We 
need to stay sharply focused on what is necessary 
and what is just simply frivolous. Capitalism is al-
ways there, knocking at our door, but sometimes 
we just need to let it wait there.

NOELLE GRAY

JULIA HILBORN

Digital 
Divides

Students watched the advertising 
documentary Merchants of Cool and 
responded to the following prompt:

Do you feel that you, as a teenager 
today, are caught up in a powerful, 
unrelenting marketing machine? 
Or do you feel that the video was 
exaggerating, or overly critical of the 
situation?
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What is feminism? What are some common stereo-
types about feminists and feminism? Where do you 
think these stereotypes come from? How do they 
affect the movement?

Feminism is the idea that women are equal to 
men and just as capable. If you see something 
that is unequal or putting women down, you 
speak up about it. Feminists go out of their way 
to fix what they believe is wrong. Both men and 
women can do small things that make people feel 
more equal.

Feminism is often mistaken for trying to 
put women above men, but that is not the aim. 
People often think that feminists are self-import-
ant, but just because we are drawing attention 
to something that has been in the shadows for a 
long time does not mean that we are putting men 
down in any way.

I think that these stereotypes are made by 
men and women who deny that this is a real issue 
to this day. They don’t acknowledge that it has 
not been solved and so contribute to the problem. 
These stereotypes take a good movement and put 
a shadow over it.

What are some typical expectations of women in 
our culture? Where do these expectations come 
from? How do they compare with expectations of 
men? What effect does that have on your life?

One expectation in our culture is that women are 
to serve men. The Bible says, “Wives, submit to 
your husbands,” but this is taken to means out-
side of marriage too. Women are seen as the ones 
to do the housework, such as cleaning, cooking, 
and taking care of the children.

We are oversexualized and seen as objects a 
lot of the time. We are always told to “cover up” or 
else it will distract the boys. To a certain extent 
this makes sense, but the way we dress does not 
make it OK to get slut-shamed and does not give 
men free rein to do what they want to us. We have 
to act the “right way” to fit into people’s expecta-
tions of how girls should act. If I swear, my mom 
says, “You sound like a trucker with a mouth 
like that.” If a girl sits with her legs open simply 
because it’s comfy, it’s considered “unladylike.” If 
a girl doesn’t wear a bra because it’s comfy, she’s 

told to cover up. If a girl has guy friends, she can 
quickly get a reputation. But you can’t win with 
the expectations. If a girl dresses in a sweater and 
sweatpants, people say she needs to take better 
care of herself; if she wears something she feels 
confident in, people judge her for that as well. If 
a girl has slept with nobody, she’s a prude, but if 
she has slept with anyone, she’s a slut.

We have also grown up with all the models and 
perfect bodies all over social media. It’s sick how 
our minds are twisted from the time we’re kids 
to see this as normal. In reality these pictures 
are photoshopped, posed, and airbrushed to 
perfection. If we used models of all body types — 
skinny, plus-sized, broad shoulders, thick thighs, 
thin thighs, tall, short — maybe girls wouldn’t 
have such a hard time loving their bodies. We are 
manipulated into believing we need this diet, this 
product, these clothes to fit in. To be beautiful.

Meanwhile, men are expected to be very “mas-
culine.” Men do have high expectations as well 
with all the male models with perfect abs and big 
muscles. For men who like men, their lives are 

often filled with hate. They are teased and tor-
mented because they don’t fit in with the image 
society has laid out for them. As sick as it is, “gay” 
is still used as an insult. Gay marriage is not legal 
in many countries still. In the past, men would 
also be looked down on if they showed emotion. 
Men would hide to cry. Even after returning from 
the war, everyone had an image of the “strong 
hero,” but that hero was traumatized by horrible 
images he could never escape. Men are expected 
to be a strong, stable support you can confide in, 
but that’s not the whole truth. Men are built with 
human emotions too, and their emotions are just 
as valid.

This has had a massive impact on my life. I’ve 
been exposed to it from a young age. Ever since 
I was little, I would always play with the boys at 
recess. I had a close guy friend in Grade 1, and 
I would play tag with him and the boys, some-
times I would hear, “Ewww, why do you wanna 
play with us?” And I never understood “Girls 
have cooties.” All the girls would run away from 
the guys, and I would be left standing there. The 
phrase “Can I have some strong boys to help me 
carry this?” has always bothered me. I would al-
ways volunteer to help, and my classmates would 
say, “Julia, she asked for boys.” Coming into high 
school, I am now part 
of a friend group that 
has me, another girl, 
and five guys. This lets 
us see how guys think. 
Sometimes they crack 
jokes like “Get back in 
the kitchen,” and it gets 
old. Also, the phrase 

“Did I ask?” is very 
demeaning. One time 
I just stopped talking 
completely because I 
was so sick of it.

PRINTS BY
EMMA BEATTY

Depictions of Women in 
Media and Advertising Julia Monro
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To beTo be

List of reasons why I shouldn’t List of reasons why I shouldn’t 
take revenge:take revenge:

List of reasons why I should:List of reasons why I should:

Not to beNot to be

I am marching with 
hundreds of thousands 
of soldiers to conquer 
land the size of a 
backyard in Toronto.

My uncle killed my dad 
and married my mom, 
so I’m gonna act coo-
coo haha.

HamletHamlet
FortinbrasFortinbras

HamletHamlet

HamletHamlet

GodGod

LivingLiving
another dayanother day

Choosing death Choosing death 
over facing over facing 

his problemshis problems

HamletHamlet
The world we live in today is busy, fast-paced, 
and full of people struggling to keep up with 
everything going on. Today, more people are 
diagnosed with mental illnesses because of the 
changes in lifestyle and population. Things like 
social media, wealth gaps, and making decisions 
for our future are harder to cope with now than 
before.

Social media can be linked to body image and 
self-esteem issues. Many social media influenc-
ers edit photos to create unrealistic body expecta-
tions. It isn’t just the influencers, either; apps like 
Facetune and Airbrush, which are available on 
app stores for anyone to download, allow you to 
edit photos to make you seem more “attractive.” 
Also, these influencers make sure their posts 
make everyone think they have the most perfect, 
amazing lives. Seeing a super-chiseled model 
with perfect skin and a big house can make 
someone feel bad that his or her own life doesn’t 
look quite the same. Yet again, this isn’t exclusive 
to the influencers. If you were to ask me whether 
I would post a photo of myself crying without any 
makeup and caption it “I feel so alone and stupid,” 
I would probably laugh in your face. Social media 
is a place where everything is free to be judged, 
and we are often guilty of judging others and 
even ourselves.

Having access to so much can be overwhelm-
ing. Things like choosing a job or deciding what 
school to go to can be difficult because there are 

so many possibilities. Having so much freedom 
can create panic because it feels like you have to 
know what you want to do by a certain deadline, 
and then you’re stuck with it for the rest of your 
life.

Nowadays, we are told to want too much. I 
once saw on a mug a phrase that said, “I wouldn’t 
mind being poor if I hadn’t seen such riches.” 
This means that we are inclined to want the 
things we see, but don’t have. While one may be 
perfectly content with the townhouse they live in 
and the Mazda they drive, after seeing a million-
aire’s mansion and sportscar, the Mazda and 
townhouse seem a lot worse than they did before. 
As humans become more and more advanced, we 
produce new products and technology, and there 
is a pressure to keep up with all these new things. 
Everyone must have the newest iPhone and stay 
current with the latest style; owning anything 
that is not new enough or trending is deemed 
unacceptable by society.

The world can be so overwhelming, and this 
takes a toll on mental health. It’s a big reason why 
there are so many cases of depression and other 
mental health issues today. Some people think 
that there isn’t any more mental illness than in 
the past, just more diagnoses and greater aware-
ness, and while those have increased, I believe 
there is also an actual increase in the rate of men-
tal illness because of the trends in our world.

If I Hadn’t 
Seen Such 

Riches 
Emilie Loopstra

TAYSON HALL PHOTOGRAPHED BY ALYSON SUMMER
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NOAH GRAY

EMMA GUINNESS

HOLLY ROOS, JENNA KRALE

Students were asked to express 
Hamlet’s existential crisis through 
Internet memes.

EMMA GUINNESS

NOAH GRAY
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I am very aware that everything can go wrong at 
the slightest change. Actually, I am kind of sick 
of the future that I keep hearing about. I hear all 
sorts of stories that are generally disheartening. I 
hear about the people who are supposed to make 
the world better, yet they are unwilling to change 
their ways in order to fix the world for the sake of 
future generations.

From snatches of conversation I hear, I know 
that not everything is going great, and people 
don’t want to fix it. I know that my generation is 
going to deal with the fallout of every single bad 
decision they make and every positive action 
they haven’t taken. I can’t get over how little 
some people care about what they do. The planet 
is dying and people are suffering, and I can’t do 
anything that really matters.

War is probably around the corner. I’m just 
an unfortunate civilian caught in the crossfire 
of something I have no part in, yet I’m being 
dragged along for a joyride. Truly a once-in-
a-lifetime experience. Everything that can go 
wrong has, and of course those with no part 
in the big decisions are pulled into the fray by 
those considered “too important” to fight for the 
problems they created, or for the issues they care 
about. Preventing wars and saving the planet are 
not their issues; money and power are all they see.

Climate change is real, no matter what people 
say. No one can explain away the science, nor 
the reality of hail in the tropics. There are clearly 
things wrong, and those in charge never take the 
blame. Instead of fixing the problem, they blame 
others; they even blame the victims of the system 

that benefits the few rather than the many, as was 
originally intended.

These are the big-picture things that I can’t 
really change, but they are happening.

In my own life, I can’t wait to leave home. I’m 
being worn down by the indiscriminate annihi-
lation of possibilities based on uncontrollable 
factors that people seem to take as indications of 
character which they then use as an excuse to get 
rid of whatever they personally don’t like. I am 
aware that who I am changes how I see the world. 
I know that there is more danger in this world for 
me than there is for men, or for those who don’t 
have a surname like mine. I know that success 
will be harder for me and that nothing guarantees 
people will do what they say they will. Unyielding 
pressures from society are bending and shaping 
me in uncomfortable ways and making every-
thing wrong.

Another future I fear is the one where I am a 
face in the crowd with a boring office job I can 
never escape. I didn’t intend to dislike many 
everyday jobs when I began to learn more about 
them, but I know now that I want something 
different for myself—never a job where I have to 
sit down and type at a computer all day, or some-
thing else equally as boring. I want to go some-
where, to do something other than a regular job. I 
want to do something with my hands, like a trade, 
but supposedly this isn’t something that will 
benefit me in the future; the money put into my 
education will have been wasted if I do anything 
other than get a degree and a job that requires it.

I really am not looking forward to the future.

Giving life can still be deadly
There are times when,
no matter your passion,
higher expectations
may doom your future.

The future,
in exquisite and grisly detail,
sucks everything out of you.

Where does all this lead?
The future of our planet —
how can we see the suffering?
We don’t love it.

Sad Future Hannah Angulo Stehouwer

The World Won’t Know What Hit It
(a found poem)
Catherine Yoneyama

The ultimate prize will be
perfect timing for change

The birth of worlds,
in rings of stardust.

It’s a luminous fiery ring
of scarlet, pink, and white.

Our blue planet,
it’s doomed to fail
because of you.

The world won’t know what hit it.

RORY MURPHY

MATTEO VINELLI



26 27

In Grade 10 English, students wrote creative 
stories to explain bizarre images; here, a behind-
the-scenes photo from the 2013 Russian film Metro.

14:00 Monday, November 19, 2018, Copenhagen
Today I felt like I needed to do something bigger 
than myself. My job sorting arms at the manne-
quin factory just doesn’t fulfill me as it once did. 
The factory lacks excitement and energy; I don’t 
feel that sorting is fun anymore, so I need to fig-
ure out something to get my adrenaline up again. 
I will ponder this issue.

18:37 Thursday, November 22, 2018, Malmo
I feel lonely. Loneliness takes over my body. I 
decided to take the train from Copenhagen to 
Malmo to clear my head, to think of something to 
raise my adrenaline. Malmo is a beautiful place: 
peaceful, almost too peaceful… Anyways, I try 
to make the trek to Malmo every time I feel the 
mannequin factory is consuming my life and my 
passions and creativity are waning. Hopefully the 
simplicity of Swedish architecture brings inter-
esting thoughts to my brain.

21:30 Monday, November 26, 2018, Copenhagen
The factory bored me again today; however, while 
in Malmo, I received the guidance I sought. The 
words “hostage,” “water,” and “subway” came to 
mind. The key to regaining my adrenaline begins 
with these three words. Goodnight.

15:17 Friday, November 30, 2018, National 
Museum of Denmark
More words came to mind: “Berlin,” “seven,” 

“cyanide.”

08:52 Sunday, December 2, 2018, Danish Factory 
of Mannequins
I feel it — the thing bigger than myself. I know it: 
a German woman, December 7, a Munich metro 
station, a puddle of water. My brain birthed this 
idea! I’m starting to feel it more and more. Every 
inch of me, every muscle, feels it — stronger, big-
ger, better, more! More than myself. Finally the 
feeling of importance flourishes inside my core. 
Motivation and the rush of adrenaline: the key!

19:09, Wednesday, December 5, 2018, Copenhagen
I collected water, syringes of cyanide, and a plane 
ticket for a 23:21 arrival in Munich on December 6. 
I’ve completed my plan, but I can’t tell you yet — 
element of surprise!

06:23, Thursday, December 6, 2018, Copenhagen
I found my German woman hostage; Tinder is a 
very helpful tool. As I searched Tinder, I spotted 
her: 175 cm, brown hair, nice lady. She agreed to 
go on a date with me at the Munich metro station. 
My plan is falling into place, and I feel more 
fulfilled than ever. I underestimated the benefits 
of Tinder; swipe right, swipe left — such a simple 
gesture, yet so effective. Wilhelm from the factory 
met his wife on Tinder, and I called him an imbe-
cile. The tables have turned.

23:00, Thursday, December 6, 2018, Copenhagen 
International Airport
My dead mother never let me fly, so as soon as 
she died, you know what I did? I flew across the 
world to Copenhagen, and I never left. Planes 
seem to scare some people, but me not so much. 
There’s something funny about planes: the recy-
cled air. You breathe in other people’s air. Disas-
trous for a germaphobe. The plane hasn’t taken 
off yet. I’m excited for the next part. Aren’t you?

08:00, Friday, December 7, 2018, Munich
The day has come. I have set up my masterpiece. 
A train, passengers, eight syringes of cyanide, 
a bottle of water, and of course myself. I just 
finished injecting cyanide into all the passengers. 
They lie dead on the floor. I spilled the water, and 
now I hold a gun to my Tinder date while she 
reads out her “confession.” Soon I will swiftly exit 
the train, completing my masterpiece. Adrena-
line, I tell you — it’s the most amazing feeling!

HOLLY  HABENSCHUSS

ALLY CRAWFORD

DOLORES WANG
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My Metro Murder
Masterpiece
VICTORIA GILLISSIE

Things 
Fall
Apart



28 29

The Apology 
JOYCE MIN

“Dad, don’t blame yourself. Live,” my daughter 
pleaded, surrounded by soldiers. I reached out, 
pushing the soldiers, and sprinted towards her. 
The scene suddenly changed to my dying wife 
cradled in my arms, bloody from the gunshot 
wound. Her hand caressed my cheeks as she 
whispered, “Just promise me. Live.”

Startled, I woke up from my nightmare. The 
same dream had repeated every day for the past 
three years. Three years ago, the deadly epidemic 
spread across the world, affecting only the chil-
dren. The government gathered scientists to find 
a cure. Failing to find one, the government decid-
ed to ensure the safety of other civilians. Under 
the motto “Humanity Must Survive,” they dis-
posed of all children. My daughter was executed, 
and my wife died during a protest against the act. 
Since then, I’ve drowned myself in work to ignore 
the aching feeling in my heart. I entered the 9th 
Division, a group of elite soldiers and conformists. 
Currently on a mission, I stared to the horizon, 
gazing at the swaying trees in the countryside. 
Not long after, the truck screeched to a halt.

Our captain, a strict man of few words, sig-
nalled us to exit the truck. The captain briefed us 
on our mission: to execute a child.

“Ready,” the captain commanded, pointing 
at the target. The 9th Division surrounded the 
target in mere seconds, positioning ourselves in a 
familiar stance.

The blood pounded in my ears. A sour metallic 
taste burned my tongue. Wrapped around the 
trigger, my fingers trembled. For the past three 
years, I was trained to follow orders. The phrase 

“Humanity Must Survive” was drilled into my 
brain. I tried to convince myself by repeating the 
phrase internally.

 I could not shoot the seemingly innocent 
toddler.

“Shoot,” the captain ordered with a voice too 
calm compared to my beating heart.

For the first time, I disobeyed orders. How-
ever, my decision did not save the toddler’s life. 
As soon as the words left the captain’s lips, the 
sound of the bullets filled the air. The body crum-
pled to the gravel, its ghostly eyes piercing my 
soul. A chill ran down my spine, the guilt eating 
me up.

“Stop!” the captain shouted as he marched 
towards me.

“Shoot. Only you, or face the consequences,” 
he taunted. “Remember your training. Humanity 
Must Survive.”

I brought the gun into position, aiming to-
wards the corpse. I only needed to pull the trigger, 
an easy task.

“I can do it. I have to do it,” I muttered under 
my breath. I repeated it once more, but I could 
not convince myself to proceed.

“I can’t,” I confessed. “I refuse to.”
He sighed.

“I liked you. But Humanity Must Survive. Exe-
cute him,” he snarled, turning away.

Instantly, the soldiers organized themselves 
to execute me. Two soldiers gripped my arms and 
spread them out. A line of executioners formed. A 
hail of bullets pierced my skin. My body slumped 
to the ground. I felt no pain, only numbness. My 
eyes focused on the motionless body of the tod-
dler. It resembled my last memory of my daugh-
ter. Gasping, I breathed out my final words.

“I’m sorry. I couldn’t protect you.”

ARTWORK BY DOLORES WANG

How many times have you or a loved one suffered 
from the unjust oppression delivered by the bran-
ta canadensis? How many times has a Canada 
goose come hissing and honking over to you, 
trying to maim its way--physically and psycho-
logically — into your life? If you live in temperate 
North America or parts of northern Europe, the 
answer is undoubtedly “too many.” The people of 
the lands cursed by the Canada goose must put 
an end to its tyranny! You should be allowed to 
cause bodily harm to Canada geese because they 
are aggressive, far too numerous, and hazardous 
to the public.

Considering their place on the food chain, the 
Canada goose is too aggressive and should be 
put in its place. Attacks by Canada geese have 
been described as “vicious and unwarranted” 
and “fowl play” by VICE. All over North America, 
these “angry, soulless marauders” have delib-
erately crashed through taxi windows, targeted 
seniors, and broken arms, pelvises, and elbows. 
If this guerrilla warfare is to be stopped, people 
must stand their ground and deliver a finishing 
blow here and now rather than flee in fear. The 
geese must be reminded that we are the apex 
predator on this planet, and our war can be won 
only through countless unsung skirmishes far 
from the public eye.

Canada geese are taking the streets by storm, 
and they are only growing in audacity; conse-
quently, they must be systematically deleted. As 
they’ve acclimated to our urban areas, their pop-
ulation has exploded with no check. They have 
bountiful food and few natural predators, yet 
they are legally protected by The Migratory Birds 
Convention Act 1994 as an “endangered species” 
although their numbers show they are anything 
but “endangered” now. They are widely con-
sidered a pest, yet nothing is done to protect 
our endangered citizens and homelands! 
New Zealand legalized hunting and 
killing the geese in 2011, and other 
countries should do the same. The 
fact that they are a national concern 
in New Zealand is reason enough to 
start bringing them to justice here 
in their own homeland.

Canada geese are 
a growing hazard to 
public safety, and they 
should be destroyed. 
They disrupt everyday 
life by depositing two 
pounds of feces per day, often 
in high-traffic areas such as parks 
and walkways. They cause incessant 
noise in urban areas, degrade crops and farmland, 
and display aggressive territorial behaviour to 
both humans and other animals. They are also 
responsible for numerous plane crashes through 
their gathering around airports and runways. 
Nevertheless, as I write, harming Canada geese in 
self-defence — acting in the interest of protecting 
yourself and your loved ones — can wind you up 
in jail or with a heavy fine. Without laws in place 
to protect those who are brave enough to take on 
this public enemy, Canada geese will only contin-
ue to increase in number and confidence.

This coming spring, as the Canada goose 
returns in droves, I challenge you to take a 
stand. Whether it’s speaking up and spreading 
awareness of this issue, or decking a goose flat 
on its back because it tries to bite you, fight back 
against these avian usurpers! Because these geese 
are so overly aggressive, numerous, and hazard-
ous, the only way to stop their evil influence is to 
push back. If we stand by and do nothing, they 
will keep coming and never stop. To protect your 
loved ones and to prove that the peoples of the 
earth can be united against a common enemy, 
push back!

In Defense of the Justification of the 
Extermination of the Canada Goose
ANDREW LEA

ARTWORK BY JACOB GROOT
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Our Basic Nature
LUKE BELLSMITH

Lord of the Flies is a very interesting book to read 
because of the many layers in the writing. On the 
surface, it tells the story of a group of boys trying 
to survive on an island; underneath, the book 
takes on a deeper meaning as an allegory about 
Christ and the fall of humanity. I think that the 
book is meant to reveal our evil human nature, 
the Beast in all of us. William Golding had seen 
war, and he had seen how nasty humans could 
be, so when he wrote the book, he tried to reveal 
the darkness that lives just under the skin of 
humanity.

The kids in the book got off to a good start, 
but when the comforts and rules of society were 
stripped away, leaving them free to do whatever 
they wanted, we see how dire things got. We also 
see how fast it happened. 

I think the scary thing is that none of the boys 
(besides Simon, Piggy, and Ralph) noticed any-
thing wrong with what they were doing. Golding 
was showing us that we cannot trust ourselves to 
be good because we are not. Civilization is held 
together with rules, laws, penalties, authority, 
and various levels of government structure. As 
soon as these things are taken away, the power 
of civilization is destroyed by basic human evil. 
In the real world, we see this happen in wars, 
lawless states, and crime. Golding took these real 
situations and put them into an island where the 
innocence of children was lost to the evil nature 
of humanity.

Emotions are powerful things. They can cloud 
your judgment, allowing you to do things you 
never would otherwise, or they can stop you from 
doing something that you want to. In modern 
North American society, where we are all relative-
ly safe and secure and have laws, we are driven by 
a few primary emotions. I think our actions, for 
the most part, are driven by greed and ambition, 
but also by compassion and love. Where there is 
no need to fear, we are governed by a different 
set of emotions. However, as we see in Lord of 
the Flies, the rules of society are taken away, and 
this also means that the boundaries that protect 
society are gone. There are many moments in the 
book where the boys are governed by fear. They 
fear the beast, they fear the unknown, they fear 
Jack, and they fear each other. Hate and anger 

are also present when Jack rebels and Roger kills 
Piggy. It is also there when they attempt to kill 
Ralph. On the island, the emotions of love and 
compassion have disappeared, and their ugly 
opposites are on full display.

When Golding wrote the book, I think all he 
intended to do was reveal the evil nature within 
humanity. However, I believe that in the process 
he also revealed spiritual truths about the rela-
tionship between us and God. First, Golding pres-
ents the most basic spiritual truth: we are evil. 
We all have a beast inside of us waiting to come 
out. In the book, civilization can represent God. 
When we are with God, we are good; the good 
things in us come out, and we can suppress the 
evil inside of us with His help. However, when we 
are separated from God, like the boys stranded 
on the island far from civilization, the good that 
we had is lost, and only our own evil beast is left. 
God brings out the good is us, and without Him 
we are evil.

A nice parallel can also be drawn between 
Simon and Jesus. Like Jesus, Simon is surround-
ed by the evil of humankind, but he does not give 
into it. While everyone else is losing it, Simon is 
unaffected. Both Simon and Jesus tried to tell 
others how to fix their lives and become good 
again. Because they spoke out, Simon and Jesus 
were both killed in brutal ways.

There is another parallel. After their deaths, 
people realized that the man they had killed was 
right. Ralph realized that Simon had been correct 
in saying that the beast was inside all of them, 
and the people around Jesus realized that he was 
the Son of God, and he was the way to salvation.

Lord of the Flies is a many-layered book that—
at the surface—was entertaining, and captured 
attention, but really told the story of our sins and 
shortcomings, our salvation and destruction, and 
our basic nature of evil. Golding was right when 
he described basic human nature as evil, and he 
was right in saying that we will stay evil without 
civilization, salvation, and God.

LOUIS JANG
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Light glistens on a dewdrop,
Light pours out its rays,
Light reflects what is in me
With every passing day.

Water softens the earth,
Water quenches our thirst,
Water floods my sorrows,
And that’s why it hurts.

Soil nurtures the ground,
Soil slips between my hands,
Soil is dry, sparse, a grain,
Leaving no place to land.

A seed I clasp to plant,
A seed I hope to grow,
A seed I desire to have:
A dream that I must know.

Roots support the plant,
Roots with strength are bound,
Roots are weak, frail, withered,
And easily ripped from the ground.

Leaves blossom through spring,
Leaves display new life,
Leaves decayed, wilted, shriveled,
Represent my family’s strife.

I, the Gardener, am not to blame.
I planted the seed, I swear!
But nature failed to complete its task,
So why is it my burden to bear?

I gave it time to grow,
I ever tried to nourish.
But the seed I planted rots
For it could never flourish.

The
Gardener
NAOMI BOOT

Remember, You Will Die
(A Kyrielle)
ERIC PAN

Remember, you will die one day.
Your flesh will rot; your name will fade.
Your kin will pay tributes and mourn,
But then they’ll go home and eat corn.

Remember, you will die one day.
At the funeral, people will pray.

“He will be remembered,” they shout,
But one day, your name will burn out.

Remember, you will die one day.
Your soul will rise and face its fate.
The judgment of your life will show
Whether your fate is high or low.

SAM RASPA

VICKI WANG PHOTOGRAPHED BY KEVIN GAO

I thought English was an easy subject
until the coronavirus became an issue.
Then it was like a train hit me
with Lord of the Flies and advertisements,
but perseverance was key,
and now all we do is write poems.

Now All We Do

MAYA BEATTY
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Devotions

Accepting Grief
Natalie Glockner
Our world is in a really weird place right now. It’s 
hard to make sense of things; it’s confusing, it’s 
upsetting, and frankly, it’s full of loss. I don’t 
mean just losing someone you love to this virus; 
I mean losing things that were very important to 
it. It’s still loss. For example, a one-week trip to 
the Dominican Republic, the six-week trip to Nic-
aragua, spring sports (provincials and nationals 
for rep players, end-of-the-year championships), 
working towards something for a whole season 
and having nothing to show for it in the end. 

Losing things that are spiritual and social 
hurts, like AOYC (the All Ontario Youth Conven-
tion). It sucks.

What is very important, but not well under-
stood, is the necessity of acknowledging and 
grieving what we’ve lost. Many parents and peers 
will say that other people have it worse than you, 
but frankly, I don’t think that’s fair. Yes, certain-
ly there are people who have it worse: there are 
people in the hospital, people who can’t visit 
others in the hospital, people with cancer, people 

with immunodeficiencies who are at greater risk 
of contracting COVID-19. Even the Grade 12 stu-
dents at TDChristian and other high schools have 
lost their prom, their graduation, their last sports 
season, and their last high school experiences. 
That sucks. 

It’s really, really hard, but it’s very important 
to recognize that all of us are losing things, and 
just because for many of us who are middle class, 
our losses may not be as huge as losing a human 
life, that doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt. A lot.

I did some reading into grief and learned that 
it’s very common to have grief without death; you 
grieve anything you lose. And with grief often 
come feelings of loneliness and isolation, numb-
ness, difficulty concentrating, loss of motivation, 
anxiety, irritability, and a general exhaustion. 

I for one have felt many of these things, and 
that makes it real. Grief needs an outlet. You have 
to let yourself grieve; it’s not healthy to hold all of 
this in and say, “There are other people who have 
it worse, so I’m not allowed to be upset about my 
situation.” Your grief is valid. I read that it is very 
important to physically write down your losses 
and list the emotions that come with them in 
order to make them real so that you can accept 

those things. Through all of this, you have to be 
kind to yourself, let yourself be upset, and let 
yourself grieve.

All in all, grief is real. Personally, I’ve lost a 
service trip to the Dominican that took a lot of 
mental preparation, a trip with my close family 
friends in Buffalo, an entire season of my favour-
ite sport, and an incredible spiritual weekend and 
the highlight of my year, the AOYC. Each of these 
got cancelled one by one, and every time it was a 
really hard blow. 

I felt a lot of the things I mentioned above, but 
I didn’t let myself validate how I felt because I 
thought that since other people have it so much 
worse, being upset was selfish. But in reality, we 
have to let ourselves feel upset because it is real, 
and it is normal; it’s not at all selfish to feel you’ve 
lost things and to grieve them. 

So I encourage everyone to find a piece of 
paper and a pen, then write down what you lost 
and how you feel about it, because it’s important 
to deal with in this time of loss.

CECILIA SALITURO

JULIA MONRO
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Contentment is a hard concept to grasp. When 
life gives us tough circumstances, we focus on the 
sad, scary or downright annoying parts instead of 
the One who promises to carry us through or the 
reason why we are going through it. 

That’s where contentment comes in. It is 
completely independent of circumstances. Con-
tentment is trust in God’s sovereignty, righteous 
power, and goodness, which leads to joy and 
peace in that assurance. 

Contentment is not an emotionless or carefree 
existence. John 16:33 says, “I have told you these 
things, so that in Me you may have peace. In this 
world you will have trouble. But take heart. I have 
overcome the world.” It even says we will have 
problems and hard times, but our hope is in God; 
if we know that Jesus has overcome the world, no 
matter what, then we can live in that assurance.

So the next question is, why should we have 
hope in this? Because as humans we are made 
for more than this earth. That is why no matter 
what you use to try to fill the hole up in your life, 
it won’t work; the only thing that can fill that hole 
is Jesus. And if we have assurance in Him, then 
everything we could ever need or want is in Him, 
and he will meet our every need because he has a 
plan for us (Jeremiah 29:11). 

In 2 Corinthians 12:9, God tells us, “My grace 
is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect 
in weakness.” Our contentment is rooted in God’s 
character. Whatever we hope for, we trust in. Our 
God supplies our every need, no matter what! 
(Isaiah 41:10,13, Philippians 4:19, Philippians 
3:20-21).

Discontentment is really a form of coveting. 
When we covet, we either desire something 
against what God wants, or what we desire be-
comes an idol, something above God. That leads 
to discontentment because we don’t trust God’s 
perfect plan. We want more than what is given 
to us by the Creator of the world. When we are 
discontent, we are saying to Jesus that His death 
on the cross was not enough, that being saved for 
all eternity is not enough if our circumstances 
don’t change. We can’t fully understand God’s 
plans, only that everything that happens to us 
is to make us more like His Son. How can we say 
God isn’t good if He died for us?

As you go through your day, remember that 
Jesus died and rose again. He has overcome 
every circumstance and every hardship. So keep 
running the race because in heaven there is 
something better than anything this world can 
ever offer. 

Finding 
Contentment

Just believe—believe He died and rose again. 
Trust in His sovereignty and goodness. Be joyful! 
1 Peter 1:3-5 says, “Praise be to the God and Father 
of our Lord Jesus Christ! In His great mercy, He 
has given us new birth into a living hope through 
the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead, 
and into an inheritance that can never perish, 
spoil or fade. This inheritance is kept in heaven 
for you who through faith are shielded by God’s 
power until the coming of the salvation that is 
ready to be revealed in the last time.”

 Whenever someone says life’s not fair, say, “I 
know. Life is not fair, and it’s in our favour!” 
We don’t deserve it but God’s mercy gives it 
to us anyways. That is the reason we can have 
contentment.

Serena Jiang

Something is happening in this world and we 
have lost a lot. In today’s assembly they talked 
about coronavirus invading Canada. We have 
begun to lose access to a lot of things in our lives. 
Many people’s trips have been cancelled, as have 
competitions.

Even family gatherings cannot be held. Many 
people who came back from the tour were also 
quarantined, and they could not see their fami-
lies. Everyone is losing their time at school and 
even the freedom to go out. We still want to meet 
up with our friends and everyone is grieving. But 
though have we lost a lot, we can also look to 
what is important to us. Jesus too has grieved, 
and he understands our experience of grief as 
humans. God is always with us.

Personally, coronavirus has changed my life 
a lot. It was getting worse in China at first, and I 
was very worried about my friend’s family. Cana-
da’s cases are also still growing, and I am worried 
about my own safety. I stay at home every day, al-
ways hoping the virus will pass quickly and let us 
return to school. When I saw that everyone was 
still traveling and not wearing masks, I felt that 
everyone should be taking protective measures. 

I am very worried that I will not be able to 
return to China. I miss my family and the food 
in my hometown. But I was worried about not 
coming back. This makes my emotions very tan-
gled. In any case, we need to maintain a positive 
attitude, defeat the virus as soon as possible, and 
return to a stable life.

Erin Mooney

KAITLYN SUTCLIFFE

ARTWORK BY TANI AGBOOLA
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Should Children 
Be Vaccinated?
Emma Stefanutti

Every year, millions of people around the world 
die from preventable illnesses. Diseases like polio, 
rubella, influenza and measles plague people 
from every background, but these devastating 
illnesses can be prevented with childhood vac-
cinations. Most developed countries, including 
Canada, mandate infant immunizations, but 
growing resistance from parents has increased 
the number of children exempted from vaccines. 
Children must be vaccinated because it prevents 
the spread of disease, reduces the strain on our 
healthcare, and lowers the rate of child mortality.

First, vaccinations are essential because they 
prevent the spread of contagious diseases. Since 
the invention of the first vaccine in 1796, the 
spread of highly contagious diseases like polio, 
mumps, and the flu has drastically decreased 
(Wikipedia, “Smallpox Vaccine”). The United 
States statistics on the rate of polio infections 
support this claim; before 1960, an average of 
35,000 people per year contracted polio, but after 
the invention and implementation of the polio 
vaccine, no homegrown cases of polio surfaced in 
the USA again (Centers for Disease Control and 
Prevention, CDC). This proves that vaccinations 
work to stop the spread of disease. 

A recent rise in parents refusing to vaccinate 
their children has unnecessarily and unfairly 
brought some extinct diseases back from the 
dead. For instance, multiple outbreaks of mumps 
have occurred recently because of children 
exempted from vaccines. When we vaccinate 
those who are healthy, it protects those with 
compromised immune systems who can’t protect 
themselves.

Second, when many children get sick, it 
strains our healthcare system. Our system is built 
to support only a certain number of sick people 
at a time. When children contract preventable 
diseases, there is an influx of patients in our hos-
pitals, leaving fewer beds available for emergency 
cases. In Ontario, the number of hospital beds 
has decreased, and most beds are in use. In 1990, 
Ontario had 35,194 beds available in hospitals 
compared to only 21,805 in 2000 (Globe and Mail, 

2000). A strained system requires higher taxes 
to pay for more doctors and larger hospitals. An 
overloaded health-care system means that people 
with other conditions might not have access 
to the quality of care that they need. When we 
vaccinate children, they become less of a burden 
to the system for their entire lives. Evidently, 
without vaccinations, more people will die from 
preventable diseases and a lack of resources to 
treat emergency cases.

Finally, parents must vaccinate their chil-
dren because it lowers the risk that they will die 
before the age of five. Many countries across the 
world, but mainly developing countries, have a 
high child mortality rate. This problem can be 
addressed with increased access to vaccinations; 
after countries got access to immunization, the 
child mortality rate dropped by 28% (Popula-
tion Reference Bureau, 2009). There is a clear 
relationship between the global introduction 
of vaccines and the worldwide drop in child 
mortality. For instance, many diseases that com-
monly kill children — polio, measles, influenza, 
pertussis, and diphtheria — are all preventable 
with vaccinations. Nevertheless, some say that 
vaccines cause conditions such as autism. Sci-
entists disproved this hypothesis and confirmed 
the original study inaccurate. In the same way, 
people see the ingredients in vaccines as harmful 
but any potentially harmful ingredients, such as 
mercury, are present in such small amounts that 
they cause no harm when injected.

In conclusion, vaccinating children lowers 
the child mortality rate, decreases the spread of 
infectious illnesses and reduces the strain on 
our healthcare system. Vaccines are therefore 
essential since they help keep everyone safe 
and prevent unnecessary deaths in childhood. 
Governments and professionals everywhere are 
working to curb the spread of misinformation, 
but everyone needs to take part and stand up 
against false pseudoscience. We need to deal with 
this issue before more people die of preventable 
diseases.

As Time 
Travels Forward
Ivana Rodriguez

7 months

I miss, and I miss.
But who to kiss, dear? Who to kiss?
It’s been far too long;
Where’s that bliss?
And your touch?
And your kiss?

I miss, and I miss.
With silence my heart may only hiss.
Seven months too long.
I’m weak, not strong!
Darling, I need your sweetened kiss.

9 months

I am missing, and still I miss.
Reminisce, is it? Well, I reminisce.
It’s been more than far too long;
I am still without a bliss,
And your touch,
And your kiss.

I am missing, and still I miss.
The silence in my heart roars —
No more does it hiss.
Nine months gone wrong;
I’m weary, almost gone.
Darling, my memory of you I cannot dismiss.

ARTWORK BY CLEMENTINA KANG

12 months

I miss —for still I miss.
My lips are stone and cannot kiss.
My year was long.
What is this “bliss”?
What is love?
I can no longer reminisce.

I miss — for still I miss.
Heart is empty; no roar, no hiss.
A year, and you’re still gone,
And poems are written into dawn.
Thoughts are dark as an abyss.
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Time
out of
Mind

Minerals are wonderful in that they 
tell stories of Earth’s past and 
because they are useful. Obsidian 
tells us about volcanic magma that 
suddenly cooled in water, and it has 
been a part of human tool-making 
history as well. A well-formed obsidian 
blade can be sharper than a razor, 

41 ARROW BY BRENDAN HORLINGS

In history class, 
Luke Bellsmith 
crafted replicas 
of antique 
weaponry from 
spent shells.

and it will never rust. Hand-forming 
these arrowheads was a project 
led by TAs Brendan Horlings and 
Ryan Vroom; the team comprised 
David Adegoke, Leah Colligan, Chris 
Lee, Rina Lee, Ally Loopstra, Maria 
Mirkopoulos, Daphne Monro, and 
Katya Suryoraharjo.

CLEMENTINA KANG
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What does it mean to be imprisoned,
To be trapped in the grey area between morality 

and depravity,
The place where you lose control over your 

humanity, that fractures the very essence of 
who you are into a cacophony of animalistic 
cries?

How does it feel to know that you will never 
be safe from the trauma you endured as 
you fought to survive both physical and 
psychological blows from behind,

To be beaten, battered, belittled, and brought to 
your knees by those with power which they 
abuse ceaselessly?

How does it feel to know that the war never ends, 
even after it’s over?

When will you be able to stand without fear of 
being thrown back to the ground,

Eyes closed as you brace yourself for the pain you 
know is coming,

Coming,
Coming,
Until all you are is numb?

When will enough be enough?

Who do you become when all the walls you built 
to keep yourself safe are torn down,

When all that is left is the foundation of who you 
are?

Will you ever be able to look at yourself in the 
mirror after confronting the darkest depths of 
your soul?

Will the war ever be over?

Questioning everything,
Questioning reality,
Questioning whether life is even still worth living.
How can you live knowing how far humanity has 

fallen, how those you knew were cut open and 
defiled by a nation which did not believe in 
surrender?

How can you live when you have to ask yourself,
“How far have I fallen? How many died because 

of what I did? And am I even any better than 
those who kept me captive?”

Why am I not dead?

How do you move on from such utter tragedy, 
knowing all the brothers you left behind are 
dead, broken bodies left in unmarked graves?

When you hug your mother, brother, lover, or 
best friend, will you ever stop thinking of the 
families who will never be whole again?

Mothers who will never hold their baby boys in 
their arms, who are stuck with a sympathetic 

“He died a true hero of this country,” handed 
a flag and then forgotten, lost in a broken 
system,

Burying an empty casket, wishing their son could 
just come home.

When will the war be over?

Is it possible to find life after experiencing so 
much death?

Can a person move past the darkness of what was 
and into the light of what is to come?

Is forgiveness of your enemies even feasible after 
being dehumanized by your fellow man?

What does it mean to be imprisoned,
Locked in the cell of your mind without the key 

to open the door,
Surrounded by people,
But still alone?
When you have to rely on other people for your 

survival, when control of your life is in the 
hands of the enemy, when all that is left of 
your once-beautiful body is skin and bones,

Will you still choose to live?

They say the spirit is stronger than the body,
Mind over matter.
But what happens when they stop going for the 

body and start targeting the mind?
When every act of torture is meant to make you 

feel worthless and below humankind,
will your mind remain unwavering?

The body can be treated, taken care of, and 
restored back to life,

But the mind is often overlooked, forgotten;
The physical scars heal over and fade away, but 

the mental scars can last a lifetime.

So I ask again,
Will the war ever be over?
Will the questions ever stop?

What does it mean to be imprisoned?
And what will it feel like when you unlock the 

cage you have been trapped in for so long and 
step into a new life where you are finally free?

So I Ask Again
Leah Nieuwstraten

ISAIAH ABUHAROON

JULIANNA MAKRAKIS
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For Project Day, 
history students 
created themed 
sculptures.

Lion head by Alyson Summer, Tayson Hall, and 
Maria Mirkopoulos; face by Arianna Cafazzo; 
figure and head on podium by Isaiah Abuharoon

A boy who was travelling with his family in the 
countryside never remembered his dreams. One 
night the boy got dressed and left the camp. The 
next day, his worried family members looked for 
him. They followed his traces in the snow and the 
tracks of two caribou; then they thought hard un-
til they understood the significance of the boy’s 
dreams. This Dene legend tells us how the animal 
was given to them. The Dene peoples traditional-
ly hunt in small groups, following the migration 
of the caribou in the area of the Great Slave Lake, 
Great Bear Lake, and on the banks of the Mack-
enzie River. They were the first people to live in 
what is also known as the Northwest Territories.

The family goes to bed and Esteban starts moaning 
and making noises

ESTEBAN Je rêve toutes les nuits, mais je ne me 
souviens pas de mes rêves.

JOE Es-tu sûr que tu ne souviens pas de tes 
rêves ?

ESTEBAN Oui. Je suis sûr.
JOE Bonne nuit !
JOE (to the audience) J’observe le garçon pour les 

causes du bruit.
NARRATOR Le prochain jour...
 The family goes to bed and ESTEBAN starts 

moaning and making noises
ESTEBAN Je rêve toutes les nuits, mais je ne me 

souviens pas de mes rêves.
JOE Es-tu sûr que tu ne souviens pas de tes rêves?
ESTEBAN Oui. Je suis sûr.
JOE Bonne nuit !
NARRATOR Ceci se passe pendant beaucoup de 

nuits.
 ESTEBAN leaves the stage
NARRATOR Le prochain matin...
DIDI Où est le garçon ? Nous devons chercher le 

garçon.
JULIA Allons-y !
The family puts on winter clothes, starts looking 

for the boy, and goes off stage. ESTEBAN walks 
on stage and takes off a scarf

ESTEBAN Je n’ai pas besoin d’une écharpe !
The family walks back on stage
NARRATOR C’est l’écharpe du garçon !
DIDI and ESTEBAN walk on hands and knees on 

opposite sides of stage, acting like caribou)
JOE  Venez ici !
DIDI and ESTEBAN come towards the family
ESTEBAN Mon esprit a toujours été un caribou, 

et je ne peux plus être un humain maintenant. 
Je vous remercie d’avoir été ma famille. Si 
jamais vous avez besoin d’un caribou, en-
voyez-moi un message, et je vais vous en 
envoyer.

All the caribou walk off stage and family members 
wave goodbye

Le garçon–caribou
JULIA ROBINSON, NATHANIEL SOH, ESTEBAN RIVEROS-YEPEZ, JOSEPH MIKELSONS

100 Years
   of

Women’s 
Fashion
NOELLE GRAY
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The Dull, Metal Key
AVA KUYVENHOVEN

An exercise in choosing active verbs to 
describe an object

The dull metal key sits idly on the table. 
The bow runs in a curve, making a circle 
but then ducking inwards, pointing at the 
centerline like a stretched-out heart. The 
stem branches off of this towards the pin 

and bends slightly outwards, creating an 
organic silhouette. A series of horizontal 
ridges interrupts this shape, each defined 
by their depth. Another set of ridges fol-
lows, but a smooth, shiny ball bridges the 
gap. Following this set comes a straight, 
cylindrical bar. A square bit comes off of 
this cylinder, with one long rectangular 
cutout on its far side and square and 
rectangular cutouts on the near side. The 
old, finely worked key sits there with a 
rich history.
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This text accompanied a documentary video that 
Jacob created in response to the novels he read for 
his Grade 12 English Independent Study Unit.

In 1877, the first Japanese immigrant set foot 
in Canada. Manzo Nagano stepped ashore in 
New Westminster, British Columbia at the age 
of 24. Following that were two main waves of 
Japanese immigration to Canada. The first wave 
happened between the late 1870s and late 1930s. 
Initially, most immigrants were young Japanese 
men looking for work in order to send money 
back to their families. In 1908, the government 
of Canada capped the annual rate of Japanese 
males immigrating to Canada at 400, after which 
the majority of immigrants were women joining 
their husbands or unmarried women engaged to 
Canadian men.

By 1914, 10,000 people of Japanese ancestry 
had made Canada their permanent residence. 
These first generation of Japanese Canadian 
immigrants, known as Issei, were denied rights 
enjoyed by white Canadians: the rights to vote, to 
own land, and to work within certain industries. 
Most Issei were young and illiterate, gravitating 
towards fishing, milling or mining communities 
along the Pacific coast of British Columbia.

Racism and discrimination were a part of life 
for Japanese immigrants, whether they were of 
the first generation, or the second (called Nisei). 
The climate of British Columbia during this time 
supported white supremacism, with laws exclud-
ing all Asian immigrants from jobs in mining as 
well as professions such as law. Minimum wage 
laws ensured that those immigrants who were 
hired were mainly hired to do manual labour, 
especially on farms, and could be paid less than 
white Canadians.

During the First World War, when Japan was 
allied with Canada, Asians were actively turned 
away from the armed forces as recruitment 
offices in British Columbia refused to accept 
Japanese Canadians for military service; how-
ever, a number of Japanese Canadians were 

able to circumvent this by travelling to Alberta 
where they were allowed to enlist. Despite many 
Japanese Canadians serving with distinction in 
World War One, discrimination continued after 
the war, prompting Japanese Canadians to isolate 
themselves within their own social, religious and 
economic communities.

By the onset of the Second World War, Canada 
had an estimated total of around 25,000 Japanese 
Canadians. As in the First World War, many Jap-
anese Canadians made efforts to join the armed 
forces, but only 32 were able to do so before the 
Japanese attacks on Pearl Harbor and Hong Kong 
on December 7, 1941. Misgivings about the loyalty 
of Japanese Canadians quickly spread through-
out the West Coast, and many Japanese schools 
and businesses chose to shut down for fear of 
backlash. The RCMP began to arrest suspected 
Japanese operatives.

Barely twelve weeks later, the Canada’s federal 
government passed the War Measures Act under 
pressure from racist British Columbian politi-
cians; citing reasons of national security, the act 
ordered the removal of all Japanese Canadians 
living within 160 km of the Pacific coast. Among 
the many who opposed this removal were a num-
ber of high-ranking military officials and RCMP 
officers who objected to the presumption that 
Japanese Canadians were a threat.

Throughout 1942, roughly 21,000 Japanese 
Canadians — 85% of the Japanese Canadian pop-
ulation, most of whom were Canadian citizens 
— were removed from the coast to locations in 
eastern British Columbia, Alberta, Manitoba, and 
Ontario. Those who resisted were sent to prisoner 
of war camps.

Conditions within the internment camps were 
poor, with overcrowding and a lack of electricity 
and running water. Many were housed in live-
stock barns, and some men were separated from 
their families and sent to labour camps. Food, 
clothing, and secondary education were not pro-
vided by the Canadian government.

Homes, businesses, farms, fishing boats, and 

other Japanese Canadian property were seized 
and sold by the federal government. The value 
of the assets sold was deducted from the amount 
of social assistance the owner received while 
interned.

With the end of the war in 1945, Japanese 
Canadians were faced with two choices: give up 
their citizenship and accept deportation to Japan 
or resettle outside of British Columbia. The ma-
jority chose to move east of the Rocky Mountains 
rather than be deported. Wartime restrictions 
were still imposed on those who travelled east.

It was not until 1949, four years after the war 
had ended, that wartime restrictions were lifted 
against Japanese Canadians, who were finally 
allowed to return home to British Columbia 
and granted the right to vote; however, many 
Japanese Canadians were unable to recover 
from the losses sustained during internment. 
The subject of Japanese internment was largely 
avoided after the war, and many politicians stood 
by the decision made during the war even after it 
was concluded that “the military threat cited to 

justify the detention of Japanese Canadians never 
existed outside the anxious imaginations of some 
British Columbians.”

Despite efforts by both Japanese and non-Jap-
anese Canadians to obtain some form of repara-
tion for the internment, it was not until 1988 that 
the federal government finally agreed to some 
form of compensation for the mistreatment of 
Japanese Canadians after the war. A payment of 
$21,000 was made to every surviving individual 
directly affected by the internment, and $12 mil-
lion was given to communities in order to rebuild 
infrastructure in affected communities. Along 
with the payments came a public apology from 
then-current Prime Minister Brian Mulroney. Yet 
no amount of money or apology can truly atone 
for the treatment of Japanese Canadians during 
the war, which will forever be seen as a black 
mark in Canada’s history.

Anxious 
Imaginations

JOSH SCHOEMBERGER

Jacob Lea
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RACHEL ALKEMA

A Fairy Tale Life
How I wish my life was a storybook,
all planned out from cover to cover.
And it would end how most books do:
with true love’s kiss and a prince.
Good would win; bad would lose.
With animal friends
and a sweet voice,
I’d live a
perfect
life.

CALEB FERGUSON BRIANNA FERGUSON

Shower 
Thoughts
DANIEL MAHON

Why is it
that every
time
I shower,
the thoughts pour in?
What
will I do with
my life?
Is there
a
point
to my existence?
Will I
find
success?
Love?
Hope?
The future
remains
unknown.
I am
thoughtful.
Water cascades
like time,
flowing
endlessly.
A
melancholy
feeling.
I have been here
for ten
minutes.
Simply thinking.
About
everything.

Transcendence
EMMA BEATTY PHOTOGRAPHED
BY SIMON HURLBURT

Darkness Beckons
The darkness beckons to me,
calls me by my name,
and I long to be out there
with the creatures of the night:
walking forest paths,
silent in the dark;
skipping down a beach,
moonlit waves lapping at my feet;
roaming star-lit meadows,
chasing fireflies;
howling with the wolves,
singing with the bats;
laughing in the starlight,
dancing in the moonlight;
singing a song to the dark
and watching the notes
as they rise up to meet the diamond sky.
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Ace-
Error %

Kill-
Error % Block % Serve 

Receive %
Dig-

Shank %

Noah 58% 64% 77% 64% 100%

Mason 35% 78% 77% 68% 100%

Mark 54% 66% 67% 73% 91%

Kaden 71% 66% 76% 79% 100%

Ben 68% 50% 62% 0% 100%

Aidan 47% 63% 67% 33% 100%

Skyler 67% 100% 0% 0% No Data

Totals 56% 70% 73% 72% 98%

What often appears as a simple number in a 
spreadsheet is often a complex formula or process 
to generate that number or statistic. Students in 
Data Management created these formulas as part 
of their ISU spreadsheet analysis.

A simple formula (that more than half the 
class might use) could look like this:
=IF((H3/H23)<=1,H3/H23,100%)

NOAH VANDER KOOI AND MASON 
JANSE analyzed statistics from the 
2019 season of Senior Boys Volley-
ball. They generated many auto-
mated statistics tables (example at 
right), where every value is calcu-
lated by searching and averaging 
original data tables. The cell back-
grounds are automatically coloured 
and updated as new data is entered 
after tournaments.
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MARK VAN SCHEPEN worked with data from 
the Peter Gilgan Centre at SickKids Hospital.

Each statistic for 10 years of data analysis 
followed the code pattern:
= (BB9+BE9)/SUM(AZ9:BE9)
with percentage frequency calculations:
= (BD11-BD10)/BD10

CHANDRA SERVOS analyzed one week of crime 
data in New York City. To generate a simple 
frequency graph, she had to scan over 10,000 
data points in each category. Chandra wrote code 
to automatically count the data and convert it to 
a frequency percentage. Every number on each 
table and graph is automatically generated using 
code like:
= COUNTIF($F$8:$F$4520, V28)
= V28/$V$52"

Data Management

Students in Grade 12 Physics Block 
constructed sound diffusion/absorption 
panels with an environmental theme 
for AEL Environment. This hands-on 
project involved the development of 
extensive consultation, design, and 
fabrication skills to finalize the project.

Teacher Mr. Robinson with students Tamilore 
Olufemi, Nick Stavropoulos, Matt Heidman, 
Jamie D’Alessandro, and Nathaniel Tari

WESLEY SETO designed a spreadsheet 
template to track Project 2020 Campaign 
fundraising (see below). An example of some 
of Wesley’s code:

=SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$B$2:$B$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$D$2:$D$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$F$2:$F$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$H$2:$H$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$J$2:$J$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$L$2:$L$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$N$2:$N$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$P$2:$P$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$R$2:$R$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$T$2:$T$17)
+ SUM(‘5k - 9.9k’!$V$2:$V$17)

A screenshot of Wesley’s spreadsheet

An excerpt of Chandra’s table

Offense # %

Grand larceny of motor vehicle 14 0.3%

Assault 3 & related offenses 660 14.6%

Petit larceny 446 9.9%

Robbery 155 3.4%

Burlary 74 1.6%

Gambling 3 0.1%

Forgery 139 3.1%

... ... ...

“This graph (right) shows the overall 
internal samples for all different services 
offered by the company. It shows that 
since 2008 the overall number of 
industrial users has increased around 50%, 
which is a positive constant trend the 
company would be pleased with.”

Percentage Growth of Industrial Users (2008–2019)

“We can use this to better visualize whether we had more points or 
errors, and decide what stat we want to focus on. Red shows less 
than a 1:1, yellow shows about 1:1, and green is more than 1:1.”
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Emergence Reflection
DOROTHY OYAWALE

Changing from one school system to another 
is not very easy. You do not know what to 
expect, you are scared of failing and disap-
pointing the ones you love most, and you 
even wonder if you can keep your sanity after 
it all.

I did not expect the worst coming here; I 
was excited for it. Honestly, I was more than 
ready to change my environment after 16 
years.

After coming here, the way I view people 
— more specifically, my perception of people 
— has changed, I think. I always thought 
that people really didn’t want the best for 
you; you wouldn’t know who to trust because 
there was no way to tell who genuinely had 
the best intentions in their hearts for you and 
who did not. I had the idea that people would 
rather succeed at only their own tasks, 
so even when they had the resources to 
help you, they would rather not.

But here, everyone is so willing and 
happy to help. People so generously 
spend their time with you if you need 
help, and they are happy to see you 
succeed.

I have realized that not all human 
beings are the same. People vary a lot, 
as do their values and cultures. Here, 
what people here occupy themselves 
with, what bothers them, and what they 
devote their time to is much different 
from the people back home. I am not 
bad-mouthing my people; I am just 
saying there are significant cultural 
differences.

I have learned to be more accommo-
dating with people. You really cannot 
like everybody you meet, but you have 
to learn to understand and accept their 
flaws and imperfections so that every-
one can live in harmony.

This might not sound like much 
because I had to scrunch it up into a 
two-minute speech, but honestly, it 
means a lot to me, and I’m more than 
thankful to be here.

A child buries her face in her mother’s dress.
She hushes the child.
A whip cracks in the distance,
But they keep moving.

A long line of clanking shackles.
A child buries her face in her mother’s dress.
Large guns on the right,
A barbed-wire gate.

Hatching
SOFIA MONTAGNER

The white egg, lit up by the hot light, makes a 
small pecking noise. It continues to happen every 
few seconds. A sudden crack appears on the 
smooth shell whilst the chick inside proceeds to 
peck its way out. Through the diminutive hole 
made in the eggshell, the figure inside is just 
visible. Its miniature beak pokes through the 
available opening. The chick remains unseen 
for a while until it begins jabbing through the 
shell again, creating a crevice stretching half 
the circumference of the egg. The bottom half 
of the egg, where the crack lies, begins to move; 
eventually, after enough pushes, it disconnects 
from the rest of the eggshell. The chick is visible 
now; it waits between the two pieces of the shell, 
breathing heavily. It keeps pushing through until 
it finally emerges completely. Shaking, it lies 
there until it figures out how to stand.

The scent of death and feces,
Slim children and soot-covered faces.
A child buries her face in her mother’s dress
Welcomed through the gate.

Apparent hate
Shown through spit and lifeless glares.
Long building and deep pits.
A child buries her face in her mother’s dress.

The End (a quatern)  NATHAN BRAND

SIMON HURLBURT

JOHN VANDER SCHAAF
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The theme for this 
project was junk 
in art. Students 
researched how 
contemporary 
artists are exploring 
this theme. They 
scavenged and 
shared junk, did 
design sketches 
based on emphasis 
and contrast in 
their sketchbooks, 
and held gallery 
walks to explore and 
implement ideas of 
arranging and gluing 
junk onto wood 
supports.

ALYSON SUMMER ELLIE SOH EMILIO CESARIO

KATRYNA MARTENSANGELA SINGH

BRENDAN HORLINGS MATTEO VINELLI

VICKI WANGUNA WANG 55
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CHANDRA SERVOS

CANDICE WEI ELIANA ZHANG

DANIA CAMPBELL LUKE DEBOER EMILIA SUMMER JULIA HILBORN ISABEL LUIMES

As part of a 
recurring yearly art 
project focusing on 
environmental justice, 
students were tasked 
with creating new 
clothing by recycling the 
old. Our current means 
of mass-producing new 
clothing is highly taxing 
on the environment, 
especially in terms of 
water usage, and is 
also linked with child 
and slave labour in 
developing countries. 
The more we make at 
home, the more we are 
doing our part.
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My experience 
over the last 
four months
TANI AGBOOLA

The last few months have been something. I have 
experienced and accomplished more things in 
the past weeks than I have in the previous six 
years of my life. Coming here, I didn’t expect 
anything or hope for anything because I have had 
hopes shattered in past experiences.

I came here with lots of sadness because I 
was leaving not only my family behind, but my 
friends and the life I’d been used to for the past 
16 years. To say I was scared of the change would 
have been an understatement. 

Time for school came, and fear engulfed my 
whole heart, but I still kept my cool. At first, it 
wasn’t so nice because it was pretty lonely. I had 
a new environment, people, weather. I also felt 
very different from every single person in the 
school, not just because I was new, but also be-
cause everyone in the school had a unique talent. 
They either knew how to play an instrument, 
or how to draw or paint, or how to play sports. 
They were very intelligent, or they knew how to 
express themselves in some way. Everyone had a 

“thing.” This was very intimidating because at the 
time I hadn’t found myself as a person; I lacked a 
lot of self-esteem and confidence, and I thought I 
didn’t have any talent, a “thing” of my own.

Coming from a background that focused solely 
on academic excellence and only praised the 
best of the best, I was always focusing on being 
the best or beating the best, so I never focused 
on anything else. The school I came from was 
very competitive and only improved the best; 
that way, they could become better and represent 
them in inter-school competitions to win and be 
on top. Those at the bottom kept getting worse, 
and those with artistic or athletic abilities were 
seen as nuisances and never really praised for 
their works.

All those years that I worked hard to beat the 
best, I never did. I was never even close. At the 
end of those years, I realized I never actually 
achieved anything or actually did anything. All 
my memories are only of me sitting in my room 

reading, or doing assignments, or wallowing in 
self-pity because I’d failed. When my friends 
asked me to go out, I always told them that I was 
too busy studying. This truth was saddening and 
made me very regretful. 

Then I came to this school, and in the second 
week, there was an announcement that read 

“Math contest coming up. Anyone who wants to 
partake should sign up!” Or something like that. I 
was shocked! In my previous school, these kinds 
of things were not open to everyone. Teachers 
just walked up to the smartest students and told 
them they were going to participate in the com-
petition, and that was it.

So I signed up. I also signed up for Robotics 
Club, International Advisory Club, Prom Commit-
tee, and tutoring. I also signed up for Jazz Band 
even though I didn’t even know how to play any 
instrument. Yeah, I got carried away with how 
many things I was able to do — plus, Mr. Hayward 
was very encouraging when I told him I loved 
instruments and jazz.

It felt so good actually doing things and 
expressing myself in different ways. I also signed 
up for the drama class which was a whole other 
beautiful experience on its own. 

In a span of four months, I did so many things 
I never thought I would do: I worked on a maga-
zine, I read three novels then wrote a 2,000-word 
essay on them, I made a radio presentation, I 
presented in front of a class, I participated in a 
math contest, I presented alone in front of an 
assembly, I participated in a touring theatre pro-
duction, I and my group members won a Women 
in Engineering award, I actually participated in 
a Christmas concert (even though I just played 
the tambourine), I became more confident than I 
have ever been in my whole life, and I met some 
awesome people who are now part of my story.

Outside of school, I also had a lot of firsts: I 
tried bowling for the first time, I had my first 
snowball fight, I got frostbite for the first time, I 
tried the famous poutine for the first time, I trav-
elled by air alone for the first time (and I didn’t 
miss my flight), I tried sushi for the first time, I 
got lost alone for the first time and I just lived life 
for the first time.

These past four months have been amazing, 
the best time of my life, and I do not regret com-
ing here. I have evolved and grown so much in 
the last four months, and I am very thankful.
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